London in My Time
''impossibilities" became facts, and one of them
was this night-cloaking of London. Many of
those phosphorescent nights I spent rambling
about a London I knew so well, and discovering,
under the new lighting, strange shapes on
familiar streets, strange atmospheres in common-
place corners, strange aspects of Oxford Street
and Victoria Street which I had never before
noted. Cloak though it was, it served also to
reveal, and in this it was more effective than
all your flood-lighting. Reticence always carries
more truthful pointers to angles and recesses of
character than confession, and in those years
one came to "know" London better than before,
as one may suddenly know a new friend when he
stops talking and sits for an hour by the fire in
twilight and silence. It was, as I say, a London
one never got used to, and perhaps because of
that it came closer and helped us to know it by
presenting a new phase every night. When, at
the end of 1918, the blinds were raised and
the paint removed from the street lamps, the
effect, though welcome after the long dusk, was
so garish that it worried the eyes and disturbed
the mind. Once again we were seeing London by
night, and it went one remove back from the
time when we had been feeling it.
Oddly enough, those years  showed  little